COMPASSIONATE LEAVE
As a young writer, handsome, successful, popular, of good birth,
eager for fife and all it could bring him, he would hardly have
beKeved it could he have been told that pity would in the end be
his greatest enemy and bring him to his death by his own hand
and will. Not failure or poverty, not ill-health, not shame or
unhappiness, not loneliness or broken faith, those more powerful,
more impressive enemies; but pity. Such a weak and slender foe,
surely it need hardly be reckoned with at all, when buoyantly you
set out on your career saying: "These are my assets and these
my liabilities". Stefan's were nearly all assets. How could he
have foretold, this young Austrian Fortunatus whose very first
published volume of poems brought him recognition, that just
because of his good fortune . .. Well, this is how it went: he was
happy, he was keen, he travelled in all five continents; he was not
spoilt, though he could buy mansions and castles wherever and
whenever they took his fancy; not extravagantly, for he had a
balanced mind; a bit restless, perhaps, until finally he settled down
in a beautiful place outside Salzburg, where he could show
hospitality to friends from all over the world* In a deeply interest-
ing thesis at the Stefan Zweig Memorial Meeting in London after
his death, Dr. N. spoke of this gathering avalanche of friendship.
For Stefan was incurable; he could not stop what he had started.
He was a drunkard for this making of friends, calling them friends,
treating them as friends, most dear and intimate friends, hundreds
of friends. . . . When persecution drove so many authors and
artists, men of science and men of music, into exile, inevitably
they turned to the very few who were already established
financially and by high reputation in England and America. All
through the nineteen-tbirties and on into the years of crisis and
war, Stefan Zweig was besieged by imploring cries for help: "You
who have influence, you who are known here, you who have
jaccess to important people, you who have already made for your-
self a home outside the Nazi countries, help us, for God's sake help
us, hdpvs for pity's $ake..." The cry beat upon his ear; not only
for money, that was probably the least of it; but he had to listen
to their stories; how could he help it, this sensitive successful
story-teller who lacked toughness, and who until now had never
needed it ? He had so many friends, so many hundreds of friends;
how could they all be helped *
I was asked to make a speech at the Meeting in memory of
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